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PROSCENIUM  OPENING. 

Scene. -A  Fisherman’s  Hut,  near  a  hamlet,  on  the 
Cornish  Coast. 


Cupboard  j 


~1  Wovyk.  ^ g  -  '■ o Tin. , 

WRECKAGE. 


( Interior  of  a  rucle  fisherman's  hut ,  with  low  roof ,  and 
poorly  furnished ,  but  clean  and  tidy.  Two  doors  c.,  one 
communicating  with  the  beach  fihe  other  leading  to  an  inner 
room.  Open  fireplace  between  doors.  Window  R.,  in  front 
of  it  R.,  heavy  table  ;  wooden  bench  and  stools ,  L.c. ;  a  recess 
shut  ofi  by  an  old  sail;  Cupboard  in  wall ,  l.  The  setting 
sun  casts  its  beams  into  the  room.') 

iSMiflrfw  {has  finished  sweeping  floor  of  hut  with  a  broom')  : 

Now  then,  at  any  rate,  when  they  come  to  turn  us  out  to 
morrow  they  will  find  everything  clean  and  in  order.  They 
shan’t  say  I  have  not  made  the  best  of  our  poor  home — no, 
that  they  shan’t.  But  I  cannot  believe  that  we  shall  really 
have  to  go.  It  is  too  hard.  And  where  are  we  to  go  ? 
Surely  they  might  have  left  us  this  poor  shelter.  I  do  hope 
father  has  been  able  to  get  a  little  time.  \  How  long  he  has 
been  gone.  And  there’s  going  to  be  a  storm  ere  long.  4rj  qw> 
red  thfNfitm  is  sotting,  end  there  isn’t  ft  breath  of  wmck — it-  , 

ti-nrl  t ho  little  white  oloudo 

are-beginning  to  gather.  Heaven  keep  father,  and  send  him 
home  before  the  gale  rises. 


jfasper  {comes  from  recess  L.,  old  and  lame,  with  crutch  and 
stick;  left  leg  crippled)  :  Isn’t  David  back  yet  ?  Don’t  you  hear 

me  ?  Isn’t  he  back  ? 


No  ;  you’d  have  heard  him,  if  he’d  come. 

jfasper  {querulously)  :  I  was  sleeping.  I  daresay  you 
grudge  me  the  few  minutes  I  sleep.  It’s  the  only  time  I’m 
quit  of  my  pain,  and  yet  I’m  grudged  it.  {Short  pause. 
Opens  cupboard ,  l.)  Bah  !  The  bottle’s  empty.  Of  course. 
Don’t  you  hear  ?  The  bottle’s  empty. 

kiAbv  Ss&m:  You  know  that  as  well  as  I  do.  It  has  been  empty 
1  J  for  a  week.  If  that  were  all  the  trouble — 

jfasper :  Of  course.  Everything  is  empty  in  this  place. 
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Nothing  in  the  bottle  !  nothing  in  the  cupboard  !  no  rum  ! 
no  baccy  !  A  pretty  pass  things  have  come  to  with  David 
Tregarnon.  Can  you  see  any  sign  of  the  boat  yet  ? 

$3BS3T:  There’s  going  to  be  a  storm,  Jasper. 

Jasper'.  You  needn’t  tell  me  that.  Haven’t  I  felt  it  in  my 
blasted  leg  since  yesterday  ?  If  the  storm  breaks  while  he’s 
at  sea  in  that  cockle-shell  craft  of  his,  he’d  stand  a  poor 
chance.  It  just  wants  that.  Where  should  I  be,  I  wonder, 
if  David  Tregarnon  went  to  Davy  Jones’s  locker  ? 

:  Heaven  forbid  !  But  you — you  never  think  of 
anyone  except  yourself. 

Jasper:  Well,  it  doesn’t  make  much  difference.  Even  if 
he  gets  home  with  a  safe  skin,  it’s  a  hundred  to  one  he  has 
done  no  good  by  his  errand  ;  and  to-morrow  we  will  be 
beggars.  It  is  ju&t  ao  sure-aer that  that  storm  will  bo  on 
■■to  nightr  ( The  ruddy  light  through  window  is  darkened .) 
To-morrow  I  say,  we  will  be  turned  adrift  ;  and  then  what’s 
to  become  of  me,  I  want  to  know  ? 


Heaven  only  knows  what  is  to  become  of  all  of  us. 

Jasfier :  Oh,  you  needn’t  be  frightened.  You  have  whole 
bones,  you  have.  You  can  work.  But  what  can  I  do — a 
poor  crippled  devil  like  me,  and  all  through — 

igasaE  ;  There’s  father  at  last.  He’s  coming. 

Jasper:  Well,  it’s  a  good  job.  We’ve  been  wasting  our 
breath  over  nothing.  His  boat  must  have  been  in  a  while 
ago.  But  he  has  got  no  delay,  and  has  been  ashamed  to  come 
home.  Just  like  him. 


(David  Tregarnon  enters  sad  and  downcast.  Nods, 
and  walks  slowly  to  table.  Sits  down  on  bench.  Short 
pause.  Wind  rising  outside').  KaH^  ■  .  Ji 

Jasper:  You’ve  got  back  at  last,  David.  How  did  the 
boat  behave  ? 

David :  The  boat  went  like  a  beauty — on  her  last  trip. 

!<\\  t  Susmt :  Did  you  get  any  time,  father  ? 

David  ( despondingly )  ;  Time  ?  Not  a  day.  >, 

Jasper  ( bitterly )  :  Yah  !  Didn’t  I  tell  you  so  ?  I’ve  heard 
talk  of  monsters  in  the  water — sharks  and  octopuses  and 
sea-sarpints.  The  octopus,  with  his  hundred  arms ;  when 
he  got  anything  in  his  grip,  he  never  let  go,  he  didn’t.  And 
they  say  these  yarns  w^ere  all  moonshine,  and  there  never 
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was  no  such  things.  Weren’t  there  ?  Aren’t  there  ?  Ho, 
ho  !  The  only  difference  is  they’re  on  shore  now.  The 
sea-sarpint  is  the  law,  and  your  creditors  are  the  octopus, 
and  the  bailiffs  ’ll  tear  the  flesh  from  your  bones  as  clean  as 
any  shark,  and  that  you'll  find,  David  Tregarnon.  Ha!  Ha  ! 
Ha  ! 

( David  groans ,  hides  his  head  in  his  hands ,  with  his 
elbows  on  tabled) 

bsumn  ( putting  her  arms  round  him ) :  Father,  dear  Father  ! 

Jasper :  And  what’s  to  become  of  me,  David  ?  You  didn’t 
bargain  for  this  I  suppose,  you  never  looked  forward  to  this 
when  you  made  a  cripple  of  me  for  life.  If  my  boy  had  only 
been  alive,  I  needn’t  have  cared.  ( Y.ioUut~gast  of «mind drives 

Jli . -7i'i u dcm)  r nwnuiit }  hrrnhs  p,inp  nf  Halln  there’s. 

another  pane  got»<»: — Well,  what  docs  -it  matter  to  us? — 

■poffhape  they’ll  be  down  on  you  to-morrow  for  the.,  broke-a- 
$las«v  •  l  daresay  -rtra  can’t  pay  for  it, -find  you’ll  have  te- 
malco  good-the-damagc  somehow,  you  know. 

David:  They'll  be  down  on  me  ?  You’ve  badgered  me 
long  enough,  Jasper  Lantrig.  Best  hold  your  tongue,  now. 

Jasper  :  Hold  my  tongue.  Oh,  of  course.  I  don’t  want 
to  3'ell  abo¥»4hat  din  outside  ( The  storm  has  burst  in  full 
violence .)  -Lord  Few  it  ra^t-lce. — Don't  yO'U-rcmemhe*--,  David, 
kuSLaS-.just  B'Wgh  another  night -as  4-h4e  when  I  was  foofenaugfo- 

to-erfffplo  myself  on1  your  account;  ( Thunder  and  lightning, 
and  the  report  of  a  gun  at  seal)  H  «.-f  K  j  )| «,  «.-**  v  \ 

David :  A  ship  in  distress. 

Susan :  Yes  ;  it’s  out  there  on  the  reef. 

Jasper  :  There’s  another  gun.  (Ski/p's  alarm-Ml  is  heard 
ledlmg  rirpidly-iu  tk&-4if]t>ane& ■  David  rises  silently .  Susan 
helps  him  put  on  his  oilskins ,  and  hands  him  his  sou! wester, 
ropes ,  and  boathook ). 

Jasper  :  Ho,  ho  !  It’s  all  up  with  her.  If  that  craft  doesn’t 
go  to  pieces,  I’m  a  Dutchman.  Hurrah !  There’ll  be 
wreckage.  I  only  hope  she  has  a  decent  cargo.  Hurry  up, 
David.  They’re  manning  the  boat  by  this  time.  1  only 
hope  you  won’t  be  too  late,  as  usual.  If  you’ve  any  luck 
you  may  pick  up  something  that  will  help  you  to  buy  back 
your  house  and  your  boat. 

David:  Goodbye. 

Susan  :  Father!  Do  be  careful. 

David:  God  keep  you  ( Exit ). 
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^  'jasper:  God  keep  us!  That’s  very  fine  talking.  But  if 
He  had  wished,  He  might  have  helped  us  before  we  came  to 
this.  Bah  !  how  it  blows.  A  storm  like  this  seems  to  put 
fire  into  my  old  blood.  I  wonder  what  that  craft  has  got  on 
board.  Just  a  score  o’  years  ago,  after  a  gale  like  this,  I 
fished  up  a  fine  haul  myself.  A  large  bale  of  silk, ^ it  was, 
pure  silk.  And  they  had  it  packed  ao  carefully,  ble-as  ’em? 
whooYM1  they  had  boon,  there  was  not  a  drop  of  water  on  it. 

■  Fifty  quid  I  got  for  that  morning’s  work.  I  only  wish  I  had 
’em  now  Ah,  well,  who  knows  ?  If  David  only  had 
any  luck,  he  might  lay  his  hands  to-night  on  some  bit  of 
stuff  that  would  pull  us  through. 

Stf.wn.  •  And  you  have  no  thought  of  the  poor  wretches  on 
board.  You  only  think  of  the  miserable  salvage  money. 

Jasper  :  Salvage  money  be  darned  !  I  wasn’t  thinking  of 
anything  o’  the  kind.  That’s  another  of  their  rotten  new¬ 
fangled  notions.  No  salvage  for  me.  What  the  sea  throws 
up  to  me,  that’s  mine.  At  any  rate,  that  wtto  tho  way -on  this 
coact  for  many  a  humified  year  ere  I  was  born,  and  it  10  quite  > 

gr,r,ri  Anrmgh  fr>r  mA  Q1 H  unyf  .arfl  nn©d  wiivs.i  that’s  4WV 

-motto;-  Ugh  !  how  the  wind  whistles.  If  I  could  only  get 
to  the  beach  and  try  my  luck.  But  it’s  no  good  ;  I‘m  an  old 
useless  hulk,  with  no  chance  of  getting  anything. 

i  ifesw  :  I  will  light  the  fir-e,  and  put  on-some  coup,  4hat 

J  father  may  have  something  hetmfiTenHhte  eomes  back. 

Jasper :  Oh,  well.  I'm  not  hungry.  But  you  go  ahead 
and  light  the  fire.  It’s  getting  cold  enough  now,  anyway. 
And  suppose  I  tell  you  a  little  story  to  pass  the  time. 


S&smi  :  Ah  !  I  know  your  story.  It  is  not  the  first  time 
I  have  heard  it  by  many. 

Jasper  :  It  will  do  youmo  harm  to  hear  it  again.  What 
-can  one  do  m  this  wi 1  d c v w e a rrsptn  old  yarns  ?  And  it’s 
a  true  one.  Ay,  mind  you,  it’s  a  true  one.  ’Twas  just  such 
a  storm  as  is  blowing  to-night.  But  we  didn’t  mind  it  then, 
not  a  bit.  We  were  having rare  blovyontat  my  house. 
’Twas  my  poor  boy’s  christening  day.  What  a  spree  we  did 
have  !  It-  d<  >es  mo  good-fro  thin  If  of  it- -o  von  at  t-hio  time  cr- 
-dayv  Jan  T-pegoooo- was  rianoi-wg  ti  hoewpipo/and  ,ve  we  read  l 
a-laughin’  and  a-singin’,  when  David  Tregarnon  comes  tearin’ 
in,  and  shouts  out  that  the  “  Lively  Polly  ”  had  been  torn 
from  her  moorings  and  was  drifting  out  to  sea.  &ho  wao  tho 
-best  of  yamr-  fathor’o  boiifco — he-ewnod-four  then  and  I  wao 

her  skipper.  Out  we  all  rushed  in  the  twinkling  of  a  hand¬ 
spike,  and  there,  sure  enough,  was  the  “  Lively  Polly  ”  broke 
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loose,  and  dancing  on  the  waves  like  a  cork.  David  was  as 
wild  as  could  be.  He-prtehod  into  me  hammer  and  tongs  ,• 
■ftatd 'it  wtijtil.!  my  fnitlfcyl-hmiihl  mooi  ed  lici  -fast  rmkm  was  his 

Jaesfc  boat)  a-«4-4ny  oarofoaaness'Trould  be  the  min  uf  hrnr. 

Nat’rally  my  dander  got  up.  Ho  on  id  he’d  make  me  pay-for 
— !■  said  I'd  so?  him  hknyad— &i>t. — An’  whilo  wo  iyo»*o- 

qiiarrellin’-aad  near  hand  oomin!  to  hard1  "knocks  instead" 
Q&  hard  wordn,  the  “  Lively  Polly  ”  got  somehow  lifted  up  by 
a  wave,  and  thrown  right  on  to  a  rock  about  a  hundred  yards 
from  where  we  were  standing.  “Now’s  your  chance,”  said 
David  to  me.  He  throws  me  a  rope,  me  t™  trvim 

^out  and  make,  lhe  boat  fast  to  it,  sr.\.t.hat  he  and  the,  rest  may 

■haul  her  in - “  .Don’t  try  ...U:.,. ,  it’s  certain- ■death/’.l...saicl  -the 

t^.harc  ..hMfcPflviri — ]ie  taunted  me  and  egged  me  on  to  do  it, 
and  I,  like  the  darned  fool  that  I  was,  wait;  too  proud  to- 
4*ofuQ».  I  rush  into  the  water,  the  waves  beat  up  into  my 
face,  but  I  hold  on  t4g4rt- through  thorn 'till.  I  almost  reach  the 
boat  w-here.,  she’s,  lying.. as  jcuufloUaaleiU  if  she  were  on  the 

■koaoh  ;  and  then,  just  as  I- am  going  to  make  fast  fcha  rope, 
there  comes  a  big  wave,  lifts  the  boat  high  up  in  the  air,  and 
dashes  her  right  on  the  top  of  me,  squashing  me  as  flat  as  a..’ 
pancake.  The  ebb  -of  tho  name  wave  Hirowo  the  boat  baok 
4m  to  th^-Ktok'j  and  the  next  lifts  me  up  again  and  pitches  me 
on  the  shore,  right  at  your  father’s  feet.  .At  loaeL-ttiat’o  whftt 
they  told  me  alter  for  I  was  as  insenoiblo  ao  n4#g}  ftwd 

they  carried  me  home  for  dead.  But  I  wasn’t  dead,  no  such 
luck.  It  was  my  poor  wife  that  dropped  stone  dead  when 
she  saw  them  bring  me  in,  and  they  told  her  that  I  was 
a  corpse.  But  they  must  patch  me  up  again — a  cripple  for 
life.  Why  the  devil  couldn’t  they  have  let  me  die  ? 

\j  Vv  ,  tta ag  •  And  then  father  took  you  into  his  house,  and  has 
Lj‘  kept  you  ever  since, 

Jasper :  Of  course  he  did.  How  could  he  help  it  ? 
Wasn’t  it  to  serve  him  I  got  lamed  ?  And  tho  worst  of  it 
was  that  it  was  all  l^r  P™  fnr  tlif>  “  T  iiraly 

44-tUy  '  rtgam,  That  was  the  beginning  of  the  ill-luck-only 
the  Soon  another  of  your  father’s  boats  was  lost, 

and  then  David  Tregarnon’u  ropmatiiou  u*)  ft  H*ij>per  loll  off 
by  degrees-.  Things  got  worse  every  day,  till  at  last  his  snug 
cottage  was  sold,  and  we  came,  with  his  last  boat,  to  live  in 
this  dog-hole  of  a  place.  And  even  this  comes  to  an  end 
to-morro\y.  I  wonder  if  you’ll  have  anything  left  at  all  to 
grudge  me  then. 

ftaga  •  I  have  never  grudged  you  anything  ;  but  I  do 
•1  think  you  might  do  a  little  work  sometimes,  instead  of  loafing 
about  all  day  long  and  grumbling  at  father. 
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jasper :  Work  !  Mend  nets,  I  suppose.  No,  thanks,  not 
for  me  ;  that’s  woman’s  work.  I’ve  worked  enough  for  Band 
Tregarnon.  If  only  he  had  left  me  my  poor  boy. 

&BBm:  It  wasn’t  father  that  sent  him  away.  YoulTnoW 
that  well  enough.  ’Twas  himself  wanted  to  go.  ^ 

Jasper :  Of  course  he  wanted,  after  David  had  stuffed  his 
head  full  of  yarns  and  longwindod  otorioa-of  voyages  and 
loot,  and  ■?h:r>'*  ',nr1  thn  T  nrd  lmnwa  wlml  mope. 

Naturally  the  lad  got  restless,  and  wouldn’t  stop  here  any 
more.  My  poor  boy  !  {The  storm  outside  has  gradually  abated). 
Most  likely  he  went  to  the  bottom  in  a  gale  like  to-night’s. 
You  were  but  a  toddling  youngster  when  he  left.  I  tihinli4- 
30c  him  yet,  standing  in-frho  rigging,  the  wind  plnung  iviHt 
hie  yollow  nnAn  nf  hin  nnnrr  round  hw 

hoadj  I’yp  nnrr  rnfla-rn  mrnirf  n  rnilnn  niMftftr-  Ah  !  I’ll 
never  see  him  again,  my  poor  lad.  He’s  lost,  poor  boy — 
lost  !  It’s  twelve  years  now  since  he  went  away. 

( putting  her  hand  on  his )  .*  Poor  Jasper  !  But  many 
a  sailor  given  up  for  lost  has  turned  up  again  after  all,  you 

know. 


R  ittj 
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Jasper  {despondently)  :  Not  after  twelve  years. 

Susan  :  Hark  !  That’s  father’s  step. 

Jasper :  He  walks  as  if  he  were  carrying  something  heavy. 
Hullo,  David  !  what  have  you  got  there  ? 

David  {enters,  carrying  the  apparently  lifeless  body  of  a  young 
sailor) :  Here — lend  a  hand,  and  see  if  he’ll  come  to.  I  don’t 
think  he’s  quite  dead.  {Lays  him  down  in  front  op  fire .) 

Susan :  Heaven  preserve  us  !  Poor  young  fellow  !  f  fif 

v  6 

David:  Bring  some  blankets  and  wraps,  quick!  {Takes 
of  the  sailor's  jacket  and  puts  it  on  the  door .  and  Jasper 

bring  rugs ,  blankets ,  and  coverlets .) 

Susan :  He  seems  to  breathe  ! 

David  {more  cheerfully)  :  He  lias  hardly  swallowed  any 
water,  It’s  only  a  tainting  fit. 


\f  ^  Sm&t:  Are  all  the  others  saved  ? 

Jasper  {standing  in  the  background,  while  Susan  and  her 
father  try  to  revive  the  sailor,  mutters) :  Nice  catch  this 
bringing  us  another  mouth  to  feed. 

'w  O  \  [i  Susan  :  Are  all  the  others  saved,  father  '? 

David  {still  busy  with  the  body)  :  Pcs  ;  but  the  good  ship  is 
gone,  smashed  up  into  matchwood.  The  others  got  ashore 
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in  their  boat,  over  this  chap,  who  wcto  miosmg. 

y-Jae-focat  jailor  of  thorn  ally  th3y--sal4:  tt©  had  been  washed 
overboard  and  drowned.  T4*oVro  all  riowm-in  -the  village 
inn  On  my  way  home,  I  found  this  one  lying  on  the 

sands  below  there.  Thoro  wao  nobody  to  give  mo  a  hand- 
wiUa  lm«,  and  our  cottage  was  the  nearest,  so  I  managed  to 
carry  him  here.  Now  cover  him  up,  face  and  all.  He’s 
beginning  to  get  warm  already.  Wet  clothes  and  dry 
frhinkets— nothing  like  ’em  for  bringing  round  a  chap  that’s 
got  half-drowned. 

Jasper :  If  it  were  me,  rather  than  waste  time  trying  to 
bring  drowned  men  to  life,  I'd  go  back  and  get  some  of  the 
wreckage,  before  the  others  have  carried  it  all  away.  Pity 
I’m  such  a  cripple,  or  I’d  ha’  gone  myself. 


VtVV 


Vi  tty 


David :  You’re  right,  Jasper. 

smzmi  :  Won’t  you  take  a  mouthful  to  eat  first,  father  ? 

David:  No  ;  I  may  as  well  be  off.  Jasper  will  give  me  no 
peace  till  I  do.  Goodbye.  ( Exit. ) 

Jasper  ( shouts  after  him)  :  Bring  something  better  worth 
the  carrying  next  time  f 


Kith 


_ _ ( bending  over  the  sailor )  :  If  we  had  only  a  drop  of 

brandy  for  the  poor  fellow  when  he  wakes  up. 

Jasper :  Oh,  you  know  well  enough  the  bottle’s  empty. 

Man  !  have  you  no  feeling  at  all  ?  Can’t  you  go 


u  zmsas. man  i  nave  yuu  nu 
J  and  fetch  some  from  the  village  ? 


lutt 


Jasper  :  A  fine  story  !  How  am  1  to  pay  for  it,  they’ll 
give  us  no  more  tick  at  the  inn  ? 


)i 


They  will  surely  help  a  poor  shipwrecked  sailor, 


if  you  tell  them  who  it  is  for. 


Jasper :  Oh,  you  want  me  to  go  a-begging,  do  you  ?  Not 
me — not  till  to-morrow,  any  way.  Then ,  I  s’pose  I'll  have 
to  begin  in  earnest. 

Vy,\  3ST35/  Here  then,  take  this;  and  get  money  for  it. 

S  (  Takes  a  little  silver  cross  from  her  breast .) 

Jasper:  Shiver  my  timbers  !  What’s  that?  You  might 
have  given  us  this  long  ago.  ( Takes  up  empty  bottle  and  goes 
towards  door.) 


,  tes..-  For  heaven’s  sake,  don’t  stand  talking  there  !  And 

Miurr.y  back. 

Jasper :  I  hurry  !  With  -this  leg.  Agh  !  I  suppose  I 
must  try — well,  I’m  off.  ( Exit. ) 


60 


WRECKAGE. 


\UM^f  ■■‘iwm  :  How  heartless  Jasper  has  grown  !  He  never  even 
o  looked  at  this  poor  fellow  lying  here.  My  .dead  mother.  ifi- 
faeftwaq  ™ri11  tengvm  fm-  parting-vfitlh  hQT~  ffCtto ezmfa  jfart* 

i  fear  I  lrayg,  bpgrrrery  stupid.  I  should  have  gone  for  the 
brandy  myself.  Before  Jasper  comes  back  he  may —  ■Por.- 
.haps,  I  ...had. -better  go  now  .and  overtake  hifwr. — feut  *io  "tf* 

rthis  poor  fellow  should  wake,  up,  and  his  eyes  not  light  upotr 

spine  friendly  face,  he  might  loco  hoart  and  faint  away  ftgfmr. 

(Lights  small  lamp ,  and  holds  it  over  the  prostrate  sailor .) 
What  a  handsome  lad  he  is  !  And  what  a  good  honest  face 
too!  Ah!  he  stirs — ( pause .)  Well,  do  you  feel  better? 
Do  you  think  you  could  raise  yourself  a  little  ?  Let  me  help 
you. 

Sailor  ( looks  around  him,  bewildered)  :  ;Am  I  dreaming  ? 
Where  am  I  ? 


my 

jUstty 


Rescued — safe.  You  are  among  friends. 

Sailor  :  Ah,  yes.  I  am  rescued — and  the  others  ? 

■iff m  ii  .•  All  saved. 

Sailor :  All  saved  ?  Thank  heaven  !  And  what  has  be¬ 
come  of  the  “  Black-Eyed  fihrssrv?  ’’kttbj 
f IsJ'Cy  &XBBS.:  How —  Ah,  that  is  the  name  of  your 

Jship.  I’m  afraid  she  is  gone. 

Sailor  :  Gone  ?  My  bonny-S-usao*?  KAV 

]CoHy  &BBB  Yes.  Smashed  to  matchwood,  father  says. 

-  Sailor :  Smashed  to  matchwood.  Well,  it  is  the  will  of 
Providence  ;  and  thanls.  G^-  tho-«»on-  are  oafe-f  Yet 
( pathetically )  it  is  a  great  pity,  for  she  was  a  fine  gU:p  ,.i\ 
sauad^  honest  hnat-as  evar  iwa»r  N&e  a  bad  nation  a  potton 
-plank  i-n- fror,  A  regular  Wtuty  «ho  waoi  Ah,  well,  she’s 
gone  now,  my  bonny  “  M&oftW-''  Don’t  laugh  at  me,  my  lass, 
for  a  sailor  loves  his  ship  as  a  woman  does  the  home  that 
shelters  her  ar.d  those  dear  to  her.  Hw  heart  dingo  to  her 
ac  to  ft.'truoty  friend’:-  You  could  not  bear  to  leave  your 
home  here  without  your  heart  aching,  could  you  now?  But 
what’s  the  matter,  you  are  crying  ? 

Sams.;  Oh!  it’s  nothing. 

Sailor :  Have  I  offended  you  ?  What  have  I  said  ?  I 
didn’t  mean  to,  indeed.  Do  forgive  me,  please. 

It diy  Susrn :  I  know  it  is  childish  of  me,  but  I  can’t  help  it,  M- 
so  fc-w- people,  awi-yon  oallod  up  pninfuUhoughtc.  When 
you  talked  of  leaving  the  house  a  lump  seemed  to  come  into 
my  throat.  Oh,  I  can’t  bear  it,  and  1  have  nobody  to  open 
my  heart  to — nobody  in  the  whole  world. 
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Kirtv 
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Sailor :  Don’t  say  that.  You  have  just  saved  my  life. 

Try  to  behove  that  in  me  Providence  foao  oont  you  a  mes 

scngar  of  oomfortr  Let  me  share  your  grief.  Wlmthey.  1 
■  can  do  anything  to  remuvL  it  ui  uul,  vuu  may  itep«i'iU"Tm  in^ 

-gmrliWill  'ii n rl  BflMripnthynf  n n rl  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  help 
in  some  way. 

fetecgzg  :  How  kind  you  are  ?  Nobody  has  spoken  like  that 
to  me  since  mother  died.  SU»«  died  j»i«t  aftor  wo  eam»4o 
■thhi  ootifeugoi  -Isoforo  thtifr-wo  unod  to  live  on  tho  opposite 

mast,  -..It  ia  a  long  time  ago.  Almost  since  ever  I  remem¬ 
ber  we  have  lived  in  this  hut.  It  is  but  a  poor  place,  as 
you  see,  but  I  have  grown  to  love  it.  But  father’s  been  very 
unfortunate,  and  now — to-morrow — our  house  is  to  be  sold. 
That’s  why  I  couldn’t  help  crying  when  you  spoke  of  leaving. 
What  am  I  to  do  then  ?  Serve  among  strangers  ?  I  might 
even  bear  that,  but  poor  father  is  old,  and  it  will  break  his 
heart.  (Sods.) 

Sailor :  Serve  among  strangers  !  You  !  Impossible  ! 
You  are  not  fit  for  that — so  young  and  tender — and  what 
could  your  father  do  without  you  ?  Much  better  make  some 
honest  sailor  happy  for  life. 

-SLUii  .•  I  have  no  heart  now  to  think  of  these  things. 

J  When  father  was  better  off,,  all  the  young  fellows  used  to 
speak  kindly  to  me,  and  oftefl  eam^  to  ohat  with  fathop  of  an 
but  for  the  last  two  }rears  not  one  has  come  near 
us. 

Sailor :  The  mean  skunks  !  k  dooan’t  aay  much  for  then- 

If  they  could  only  see  how  gently  and  carefully  you 
tend  a  poor  shipwrecked  tar  1 

:  It  is  no  more  than  my  duty. 

Sailor :  Don’t  say  that !  I  could  hear  everything,  though 
I  couldn’t  speak  as  I  was  lying  there  half  dead.  ¥*»ur  gentle 
tadafeg  mu  sic-  aft  er  thefoow  li  n  g  of  th»  storm. 


ymj 


vsuce 

Ktttj 


You  heard. 


Sailor  :  And  then,  when  I  looked  up  and  saw  your  face, 
it  seemed  to  warm  my  chilled  heart  like  a  beam  of  sunshine. 


Pray  don’t  speak  like  that.  And  don’t  try  to  rise 
yet.  You  see  you  are  still  much  too  weak.  Hcre--eat  a- 
I’d  like  to  offer  you  a  drop  of  something  to  revive 
you,  I  have  sent — 

Sailor :  Yes,  I  know.  I  heard  everything,  and  I  know 
that  you  have  sacrificed  a  cherished  jewel  for  me. 
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Xilh  ^ssEs:  It  was  of  little  value,  but  it  was  my  mother’s. 
Sailor  :  Who  was  it  you  sent  ? 


‘iiurrm  ;  Oh,  don’t  ask  about  him.  He — I  don’t  like  to  say 
anything  hard  of  anyone,  but  he  is  the  cause  of  a  great  deal 
of  our  hardship.  But  then,  to  bo  nuro,  he  hao  gone  through 
■•a  deal  of  hardship  bkarsolf, and  liift  miftfortun^-havo  made 

■him  oolfioh-i- 


Sailor  :  are'  too  find  oxcuoeo  for  hk».  It’s 

curious,  but  somehow  his  voice  seemed  sort  of  familiar.  -As 
-4-wa94yw»g  ther-o^  half  dftged-;'4-eoulrin’t  help  "thinking  I  k4 

-heard  -it----  b e fore .  But  it  was  your  voice  I  listened  for.  It 
seemed  to  soothe  me,  as  if  I  were  lying  on  tho  warm  ooa  Band 
■and  the  Iktle  waves-rrere'p'lay'rTig  gently  round  mo.  And  it 
does  me  good,  too,  to  look  into  your  eyes.  Will  you  tell 
me  your  name — if  I  don’t  make  too  bold  ? 


XiVtj 


2 


>SuhftBrl  The  same  as  my  good  ship. 


Sailor  :  Sunaad.  The  same  as  my  good  ship.  I  love  that 
name.  When  I  was  a  lad  at  home,  I  had  a  little  playmate 
called  Snottw-.’-A'di-ay  little  infant  ;■  hut  oho  must  bo  a  big 
■fettoan  hy  ■  tfois-krimg..111  Ami  yom»  namo  is  Suoan,  toor  Ah, 

well !  I  shall  sail  for  home  to-morrow,  and  see  whether  my 
old  father  is  still  alive.  Pray  Heaven  he  is  ;  for  I’m  afraid 
I’ve  been  sadly  neglectful  of  him  these  years  past.  And 
then,  Swohh,  what  would  you  say  if  I  were  to  come’ back 
here  ?  I  am  beginning  to  tire  of  drifting  back  and  fore  over 
the  earth,  and  should  like  to  cast  anchor  in  some  snug  port 
— buy  a  boat  and  build  a  cottage.  For  I  have  saved  some¬ 
thing,  Human.  You  must  know  I  have  not  sailed  all  over  the 
world  for  nothing. 


''I'ilH  Susm t :  But  your  ship  is  wrecked,  with  all  your  belongings. 

Sailor  :  No  fear.  I  took  good  care  of  that.  Feel  in  the 
lining  of  my  jacket  here.  That’s  three  hundred  pounds  in 
good  Bank  of  England  notes,  sewed  tightly  up  in  oilcloth! 

■ft, ..  Smsan  :  Three  hundred  pounds  ! 

Sailor  :  Ay,  three  hundred  pounds.  Quite  enough  to  settle 
down  upon,  isn’t  it  ?  Come,  what  would  you  say  to  a 

wooer  like  me  ? 


What  should  I  say?  But  it  in  w»ekod  to  talk' 


nonsense-like  thie-whon  Ppovidonoo  Imu  just  riiived  you  byu>- 

■HH-raale.  You  aro  feverish  aad-oxoitod,  and  far  from  strong 

.  .yet.  You  must  try  to  sleep  again,  and  to-morrow  we  will 
have  another  talk.  Besides  my  father  will  be  here 
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to-morrow.  No,  don’t  say  any  more  just  now.  If  you  do 
really  care  for  me  at  all,  leave  me  to  myself  just  now,  and 
rest  a  little  if  you  can. 

Sailor  :  You’re  right,  perhaps.  Anyway,  I  will  obey  you. 
Not  because  I  still  feel  weak,  but  because  you  ask  me.  But 
to-morrow  you  will  have  to  lis^n^ip  ijie. 

'lixllv  SaauL :  That’s  right.  Now  go^in  there,  please  ( pointing  to 
J  the  recess  behind  the  sail).  Tliuitris  d'-ooucfc  there;  very 
IpmwW^r-hke-ftM  the-  rest :  but  you?l,  be  able  to  lie  more 

^joerfortarbly.  /  <r.  *  . ... 

Sailor  :  Give  me  your  hand  then,  and  bid  me  good-night. 
Ssszm  :  There,  then  ;  and  now  good  night. 

Sailor :  I’ll  sleep  well,  not  only  because  I  am  dog-tired, 
but  because  I’ll  dream  of  you,  my  pretty  &wmt.  ( Exit  into 
recess  l.) 

gBSZB-! {alone)  :  I  do- not  know  how  it  is,  but  I  almost  feel 
s  if  I  had  been  saved  from  the  sea  myself,  so  calm  and 
hopeful.  And  that  poor  fellow — I  declare  I  haven’t  even 
asked  his  name.  I  hope  he’ll  rest  well.  He’s  an  honest 
fellow,  so  good  and  kindly.  I  really  believe  I  could  love  him. 
I  am  tired,  too.  I  haven’t  talked  so  much  for  a  long  time. 
(Sits  doim  by  the  window  and  gazes  out.) 


(Enter  Jaspek.) 


Jasper:  Sawm,  1  say.  Why  are  you  sitting  there  all 
alone  ?  Where  is  the  drowned  sailor  ?  (Pats  bottle  on  the 
table.)  You  see  I’ve  brought  the  brandy.  I  daresay  you 
thought  I  wouldn’t,  now  ? 

•’  Ifc  doesn’t  matter,  at  any  rate.  He’s  better.  He’s 
-'asleep  in  there. 

Jasper:  What!  in  my  bunk?  Oh, indeed  ;  and  1  suppose 
I  may  sleep  on  the  floor,  eh  ?  And  it's  our  last  night  in  the 

house,  too. 

,  r ,,  ;  There’s  plenty  of  straw  in  the  outhouse.  I’ll 

fetch  in  a  bundle  for  you.  It  won’t  hurt  you  to  lie  on  the 
straw  for  one  night. 


Jasper :  Oh,  but  it  will,  though.  And  to  think  of  that 
wretched  'half-drowned  water-rat  taking  my  bunk.  He 
might  be  content  to  thank  his  stais  he  s  alive. 

v  ,  w  Look  here,  Jasper.  The  poor  young  man  is  oun 

"  Juest  and  I  won’t  have  him  abused.  Just  you  mind  that. 
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Jasper  :  Ugh  !  the  miserable  pauper. 

f+mtn  •( scornfully )  :  Pauper ,  indeed.  He  has  plenty  of 
money — more  than  you  ever  saw  in  the  whole  course  of  your 
life. 


Jasper  :  Oh  !  he’s  got  money,  has  he  ? 


dSEBBt :  Yes,  he  has  ;  but  you  should  be  ashamed  to  let 
that  make  any  difference. 


Jasper  :  Make  a  difference  !  I  should  think  it  did  make 
a  difference.  There’s  nothing  but  money  worth  thinking 
about  in  this  world.  But  I  don’t  believe  a  word  of  it. 


You  know  I  always  speak  the  truth. 


Jasper  :  Well,  it  can’t  be  much,  or  it  would  have  sunk  him 
to  the  bottom  when  he  was  in  the  water. 


IftHw  You  think  you  are  very  clever,  don’t  you  ?  I 

suppose  you  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  paper  money — 
bank  notes — that  you  can  sew  up  in  your  clothes  quite  water¬ 
tight.  Yes,  it’s  true.  He  has  got  three  hundred  pounds 
sewn  up  in  the  lining  of  his  jacket. 

Jasper  ( excitedly ):  By  thunder  !  ( Then  sullenly.')  Ah, 

well ;  never  mind.  It’s  no  matter  to  me. 

Kitty  tisasmt :  No,  I  suppose  not  ;  but  I  don’t  want  you  to  think 
I’ve  been  telling  lies. 

Jasper :  All  right.  I  believe  you.  He  can  sleep  in  my 
bunk  anyway,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned ;  and  the  longer  the 
better.  I’ve  got  the  bottle  to  keep  me  company. 

Leave  a  little  for  father,  when  he  comes  home  wet 
and  worn  out. 

Jasper  :  He  won’t  come  home  to-night  now.  He’s  sure  to 
spend  the  night  at  the  village. 

KitVj  323321:  Well,  I’ll  go  and  get  the  straw  for  you. 

Jasper:  Never  mind.  You’re  tired  yourself.  I’ll  wait 
here  a  little.  Perphas  David  may  come  homo  after  all.  I’m 
not  very  sleepy. 

Kith  Very  well.  Only  mind  you  don’t  disturb  the  poor 

felloAV  in  there.  ( Exit  with  lamp  :  1  he  moon  sheds  a  dim  light 
into  the  room.) 

Jasper  (alone)  :  Three  hundred  pounds  !  Where  could  the 
fellow  have  got  all  that  money?  We’ll  make  him  pay 
to-morrow  for  his  night’s  lodging.  And  then  if  David  is 
lucky  enough  to  drop  on  any  wreckage  worth  having,  one 
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way  or  other  we  may  manage  to  hang  on  in  this  shanty  for  a 
while  longer  yet.  Hallo  !  What’s  this  ?  Oh,  the  jacket,  of 
course.  Where’s  the  money  ?  It’s  true  ;  I  can  feel  it. 
Here  it  is,  sure  enough.  ( Slight  noise  outside.')  Hsh  !  Who’s 
there  ?  Ah,  it’s  you,  David.  ( Sits  down  and  throws  jacket 
on  table  :  Enter  David.) 

David  :  Ay  ;  it’s  me. 

Jasper  :  Have  you  got  anything  ? 

David :  Not  a  thing. 

Jasper  :  That  isn’t  much. 

David  :  Has  idwritiw  gone  to  bed  ? 

Jasper  :  Ay  !  And  the  sailor  chap  is  asleep  in  my  bunk. 

David  {sits  down  by  table)  :  I’m  dog  tired. 

Jasper  ( pushing  the  bottle  towards  him) :  Take  a  drop  o 
that.  I  fetched  it  for  him. 

David  :  Thanks.  That’s  done  me  good. 

Jasper  ( after  a  short  pause,  very  deliberately)  :  Do  you 
know,  David  Tregarnon,  you’ve  been  a  fool  ? 

David  :  What  ? 

Jasper  (in  a  low  voice)  :  You  had  hold  of  such  a  fine  bit  of 
wreckage — such  a  splendid  haul !  Why  couldn’t  you  have 
left  well  alone  ? 

David  :  What  on  earth  are  you  talking  about  ? 

Jasper  :  Here  !  feel  this  fine  cloth — this  jacket,  I  mean. 
Fine  heavy  cloth,  ain’t  it  ? 

David  :  What  rubbish  is  that  you  are  talking  ?  Don’t  be 
an  idiot  ! 

Jasper  :  Oh  |  it’s  fine  heavy  cloth,  I  tell  you.  Do  you 
know'the  weight- of  it  ?  Well,  it  weighs  just  three  hundred 
pounds  !  Here  they  are,  sewn  up  in  this  packet. 

David :  Three  hundred  pounds  ! 

Jasper  :  Just  that  figure.  Three  hundred  pounds  in  Bank 
of  England  notes.  ( In  a  husky  voice.)  David  Tregarnon,  if 
the  man  who  wore  that  jacket— if  he  were  dead— I  mean  if 
he’d  been  cast  ashore  drow?ied — 

David  :  Then  wed  have  had  three  hundred  pounds. 

Jasper  :  Yes  ;  you’d  have  had  that. 

David  :  But  the  man  is  alive. 
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Jasper  :  Yes,  he/  is^a pause.) i^-Have  a  drink. 
David.  What  war'lgom^to  s/y  ?  Oh^y^&T/What a^fu^y 
it  is  you  woi/kmave  vi>wt3oai/to-mi>rtw:  Viou  mi£nt /have 
earned  a 
inn  wht>  wan 
o” 

will  be  disapp 
morrow. 

David:  Yes  ;  -feseppoaQ  ho’ll  bo  disaj»p«*nto4g 

[Pause.  Jasper  pours  out  more  brand//.} 


Jasper  :  David  ! 
David  :  Well  ? 


Jasper  :  Three  hundred  pounds  is  a  lot  of  money, 

David :  Yes  ;  it’s  a  lot  of  money.  Less  than  the  half  of 
it  would  have  been  enough  to  buy  back  the  cottage  and  boat 
to-morrow,  and  then  I  needn’t  have  gone  out  as  a  hired  man 
in  my  old  age. 

Jasper  :  That’s  just  what  I  thought. 

( A  pause.} 

David  [sotto  voce )  :  Lord,  lead  us  not  into  temptation. 

Jasper  [struggling  to  suppress  Ins  excitement )  :  I’m  only 
sorry  for  poor  She  will  have  to  take  a  situation  too. 

Iti’o  not  tho  worn  oo  maoh,  but  anyfahwg  may  happen  to  cure 

pmnnij  fth-n  ngp.nsi. .  And  n,  pom-,,  nnpmbabd.gii-l — P\“- 

v^orst  of.  it=oaa-np, vp, r  knaws  whul,  in n y  happen  And  only 

to  think  how  near  you  were  to  having  this  little  fortune  in 
your  grasp  ! 

David, :  Who  knows  if  it  is  true  ? 

Jasper  :  It's  easy  enough  to  find  that  out.  ( Rips  open 
jacket.)  Here’s  the  packet,  safe  enough  ! 

David  :  Let’s  see  it. 

Jasper  :  All  right.  ( Rips  open  packet.)  There  they  are. 
crisp  little  beauties.  Ten — twenty — thirty — [counts.) 

David  :  What  have  you  done  ?  Suppose  he  should  wake 
up  just  now. 

Jasper  [hoarse  and  trembling)  :  Need  he  wake  up"7ct  all  ? 
David  Tregarnon,  don’t  be  a  baby.  Isn’t  this  your  wreckage 
according  to  all  the  old  custom  of  the  coast.  If  you  had 
found  it  fifteen  minutes  later  it  would  have  been  yours.  Is 
not  the  whole  man  in  there  vours  ?  No  one  saw  you  fish  him 
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out.  David  !  It’s  only  a  bit  of  pluck  and  stomach  you  need,, 
and  you’ll  be  the  old  Skipper  Tregarnon  again,  with  his  four 
boats.  ’Sh  !  there’s  a  noise  in  Swowt-s  room. 

David  :  But  Soaro*  has  seen  him. 

Jasper  :  And  what  then  ?  Tell  her  that — he  was  in  a 
hurry  to  be  off,  and  you  rowed  him  round  to  the  cove  while 
the  moon  was  up.  And  that  will  be  true  enough — you  11  row, 
but  with  a  quiet  passenger,  and  the  sea  tells.«o  tales.  ( David 
has  been  excitedly  ha?idling  the  notes.  Jasper  has  pushed  his 
knife  towards  him.  David  seizes  it  suddenly  and  threatens 
Jasper  with  it.) 

David  :  For  God’s  sake,  hold  your  tongue. 

Jasper  ;  Not  me.  Him  in  there.  ( Points  to  recess ,  l.) 

David  :  You  go  and  do  it  yourself. 

Jasper :  I  ?  I,  a  cripple  ?  The  money  is  not  for  me.  Yon 
shall  have  it  all,  every  penny  of  it.  I’m  quite  content  to 
^fcpond  the  root  of  my  days  undoi*  youp-goof  inetoad  of  having 

to  beg.  And  I’ll  have  to  do  that  to-morrow.  But  perhaps 
we’ll  go  begging  together.  You’re  old  too.  Nobody  cares  to 
hire  an  old  servant.  An  old  dog  gets  kicked  to  death. 
They’d  like  to  serve  old  servants  the  same.  David,  it  will 
soon  be  morning — the  moon  is  going  down.  ( It  grows  darker 
in  the  room). 

David  :  Come  !  ( Goes  stealthily  and  slowly,  to  centre  of  room.} 
’Sh  !  What’s  that  noise  ? 

Jasper  :  It’s  nothing.  I’ll  put  my  back  against  the  door,, 
f  she  should  come.  That  will  give  us  time. 

(David  goes  up  to  the  sail  covering  the  recess,  and  draws 
it  aside.  The  rescued  sailor  is  seen  lying  on  a  rude  couch. 
He  sighs  aloud  in  his  sleep.  A  pause— David  draws  hack). 

Sailor  (in  his  sleep)  :  Saved  !  Thank  God  ! 

David  [steps  hastily  back)  :  No  ;  I  cannot  do  it  ! 

Jasper :  Give  me  the  knife  !  ( He  grasps  the  weapon  with 

determination ,  and  goes  stealthily  towards  the  sleeper.  A  t  the 
same  moment  Susan  gives  loud  shriek  in  her  room ,  within.) 

fesn/No!  No!  No!  Jasper!  {Appears  at  door  of 
communication  with  light  in  her  hand.  Room  becomes  light.) 
Jasper!  Jasper! 

Sailor  {leaking)  :  What — what  is  it  ?  Who  calls  me  ? 
Here  I  am— Jasper  Lantrigg  is  here  ! 
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(All,  loudly')  :  Jasper  Lantrigg  ! 

Jasper:  Great  heaven!  It  can’t — it  can’t  be — Jasper 
Latrigg — my  son  ? 

Young  Jasper  :  My  father — here  ? 

Jasper :  My  son — come  back  ! 

Young  Jasper  ( approaches  him )  .*  Father. 

Jasper  ( embraces  him,  gazes  into  his  eyes ,  then  suddenly 
pushes  him  hack ,  and  shudders )  .*  Keep  oft  !  Keep  away  from 
me  ! 

Young  Jasper :  Good  heavens  !  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Why  do  you  push  me  away  ? 

Jaspar :  There  !  there  !  Don’t  you  see  that  knife  between 
you  and  me  ?  Don’t  touch  me  !  I’m  accursed  before  God 
and  man.  With  that  knife  I  was  going  to  murder  you — 
going  to  murder  my  own  son — and  all — all  for  the  sake  of 
this  trash.  ( Grasps  the  notes  and  flings  them  from  him ,  then 
sinks  down  on  seat  l.) 

David  ( absently ,  as  if  in  a  dream )  :  It  was  /  that  was  going 
to  do  it. 


:  Heaven  sent  me  a  vision  in  my  sleep.  Thank  God 
I  was  in  time  to  stop  you  !  {Pause.) 

Young  Jasper :  My  God  !  And  was  it  for  this  I  came  home 
after  twelve  long  years  ?  ( Long  pause.) 


David :  All  we  can  do  now,  Jasper,  is  to  make  what  atone¬ 
ment  we  can  by  giving  ourselves  up  to  the  police. 

Jasper  (brokenly)  :  Ay,  to  the  police.  And  you  must  bear 
me  out,  David  ;  it  was  I  who  put  the  murder  in  your  head. 
You  would  never  have  dreamed  of  it  but  for  me. 


Young  Jasper  :  What  can  the  law  or  the  police  do  for  you  ? 
The  law  only  punishes  deeds.  It  cannot  give  repentance  or 
annul  the  past.  Do  you  want  to  proclaim  your  guilt  to  the 
whole  world,  and  leave  a  legacy  of  shame  and  disgrace  to 
Susan  and  to  me  ? 


Jasper  :  No,  no.  That  must  not  be.  Let  the  shame  and 
the  sin  of  this  hour  rather  weigh  on  me  alone  to  all  eternity  ! 
The  waves  that  refused  to  drown  you  will  not  reject  my 
accursed  body.  There’s  nothing  left  for  me  but  death. 

Kitty  fcStassffi  No,  Jasper.  There's  something  else  left  you  yet 
—  something  your  tongue  has  not  uttered,  because  your  hard 
heart  has  been  so  long  a  stranger  to  it.  There  is  forgiveness 
in  heaven  and  love  on  earth. 
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Young  Jasper  :  Dear,  dear, 

ffrmm  ( takes  his  hand)  :  Jasper,  dear,  let  us  pray  together 
J  that  Heaven  will  forgive  them  both,  as  we  forgive  them. 

David  (  falls  on  bench ,  and  hides  his  face  in  his  ha?ids,  with 
sobs )  :  Oh,  jalautm. 


( gravely  and  impressively )  :  Yes,  have- 

boon  himl'tmd  4jull  o£  trowMeBytrtrt  you  have  gvoanedv-artrf 
"»^r^»rod,  and  complained  instead  of  staarggling  mmmSmtirp 
‘T^iiina*  ini  You  were  going  recklessly  and  headlong 

to  perdition.  But,  just  as  you  were  about  to  make  eternal 
shipwreck,  Providence  mercifully  stretched  forth  its  hand 
to  save  you.  Show  your  thankfulness,  and  trust  in  the 
promise  of  forgiveness.  You  have  told  the  truth  when  you 
might  have  turned  suspicion  from  you  by  a  lie.  Remember 
the  Bible  saying  :  “  There  is  more  joy  in  heaven  over  one 
sinner  that  repenteth  than  over  ninety  and  nine  just  men 
that  need  no  repentance.” 


( Pause ,) 


Young  Jasper  (< anxiously )  .*  Father,  you  do  not  speak. 

Jasper  :  What  could  I  say,  even  if  I  could  speak  at  all  ? 
( Beating  his  breast.)  But  here  all  is  raging  like  a  wild  storm 
on  an  angry  sea,  and  my  spirit  is  tossed  like  a  cockle-shell  on 
the  boiling  waves.  Your  words  are  like  a  beacon  of  safety 
in  the  far  distance.  I’ll  try  to  steer  the  course  you  point. 
God  help  me  in  fear  and  trembling  ;  and  perhaps  the  Lord 
will  bring  me  into  smooth  water  in  time,  and  look  down  on 
me  in  mercy,  as  His  sun  broke  yonder  through  the  drifting 
clouds. 

David :  Lord,  forgive  us  !  ( Sinks  down.) 

drmmtatnd  Young  Jasper  ( hand  in  hand)  :  Amen. 

Susan  and  Young  Jasper  L.C.;  old Lantrigg  in  chair ,  r.c.  ; 
David  standing  behind)  with  ha?id  on  old  Jasper's 
shoulder .) 


CURTAIN. 


SEASON  1893-4. 

Ir.  &  Mrs.  IcHAKDY  ELIYT’S 

NEW  PROGRAMME 

Includes  Act  III,  Scenes  I  and  IV  from 

£3l  A.  jME  LET, 

In  Costume. 

Hamlet  and  Polonius  ...  ...  ...  Mr.  FLINT 

Ophelia  and  the  Queen  ...  ...  Mrs.  FLINT 

Terms,  Testimonials,  &c.,  from 

4,  LORNE  ROAD,  WATERLOO,  Liverpool, 

OR 

44,  LOWER  MOUNT  STREET,  Dublin. 


MARY  McHARDY’S 

ELOGUTIOHIST. 

THIRD  EDITION. 

“  Reciters  in  search  of  eifective  pieces  should  sea  Mary 
McHardy’s  Elocutionist.”  Lloyd's  Weelt  ’y. 

“A  well-chosen  and  comprehensive  collection.” — Scotsman. 

“Contains  many  new  and  excellent  pieces.”  Manchester 
Courier. 

“  The  author’s  name  is  sufficient.”  Liverpool  Mercury. 

Mary  McHardy’s  Elocutionist.—"  This  is  the  title  of  a 
most  interesting  collection  of  elocutionary  pieces  suitable  for 
recitation.  Its  contents  have  been  selected  by  Miss  McHardy 
from  the  works  of  well-known  writers  in  verse  and  prose,  and 
is  sure  to  be  highly  valued  by  all  who  admire  the  art  of  cultivated 
declamation.  The  clever  compiler  is  herself  an  elocutionist  of 
great  power,  and  on  several  occasions  in  Dublin  she  has 
charmed  large  and  appreciative  audiences  by  the  grace  and 
effectiveness  of  her  style.”  Irish  Times. 

PRICE,  ONE  SHILLING. 

Messrs.  Gr.  PHILIP  &  SON,  32,  Fleet  Street,  London. 


The  Misses  DUFF, 

23,  Ridgmount  Gardens,  Gower  Street,  W.C. 

Terms:  Plays,  5s.  an  act  of  18  p.p.;  Actors’  parts  prompt 
copies,  &c.  Highest  References. 


The  Merriest  and!  Most  Refined  Operetta  for 
Christmas  Performance.  2  m.,  2  f. 

LYNN’S  MUSICAL  SERIES 


No.  I.— “THE  TRANSFERRED  GHOST;”  a 
Comic  Operetta,  Written  by  Neville  Lynn  ;  Composed 
by  John  Crook,  of  the  Criterion  Theatre.  Words  and  full  score , 
price  One  Shilling  ;  Post  Free,  Is.  2d. 

With  Cover  especially  designed  by 
A.  Sidney  Harvey. 


*  The  music  is  continuously  melodious.” — Musical  Standard. 

The  libretto  is  light  and  pleasing,  and  the  melodies  are  tuneful. 
The  operetta  is  easy  of  execution  and  appeals  to  amateurs.” — 

Dramatic  Review. 

“  A  Comic  Operetta  which  IS  really  comic.  The  lyrics  are  wedded 
to  tuneful  music  by  Mr.  John  Crook,  always  a  sound  muscian. 
*  Faithful  to  Thee,’  notably,  is  delightful.  The  work  is  capitally 
got  up,  with  a  charmingly  designed  cover. — Professional  World. 

“  Eminently  suitable  for  Drawing-room  performances.  The 
words  are  written  in  Mr.  Lynn’s  well-known  humorous  style. 
The  music  is  excellent ;  the  solos  ‘  Faithful  to  Thee  ’  and  ‘  When 
Love  was  a  Little  Boy  ’  being  specially  good.” — Spinning  Wheel. 

“  Contains  six  numbers,  two  concerted  pieces,  the  ‘  Loving  ’ 
and  ‘Faithful  to  Thee’  lyrics;  a  supernatural  solo,  and  the 
cackling  quartette,  ‘  Good  Bye  to  You.’  The  production  is  very 
humorous,  and  is  interspersed  with  much  really  pretty  poetry,  set 
to  tuneful  music.  It  cannot  fail  to  be  a  popular  success,  wherever 
and  whenever  produced.” — The  Institute  and  Lecturer's  Gazette. 

“We  have  only  unqualified  praise  for  this  particularly  happy 
effort.  Mr.  Lynn’s  libretto  is  bright  and  provides  plenty  of  ‘  busi¬ 
ness  ’  for  the  performers.  There  is  quite  a  Gilbertian  flavour  about 
the  piece,  which  will,  if  we  mistake  not,  speedily  win  favour  with 
the  army  of  amateurs  whose  doings  are  recorded  in  the  pages  of 
theatricals.  The  cast  is  limited  to  four  characters  (2  m,  2  f-),  and 
the  music  is  graceful  and  melodious  ;  among  the  gems  of  the 
operetta  may  be  mentioned  ‘Good  Bye  to  you,’  concerted  number  ; 
“Loving,”  a  charming  waltz-ballad,  and  ‘When  Love  was  a  little 
Boy,’  a  dainty  little  song  that  will  be  inevitably  re-demanded.” 

—  Theatricals. 

Through  all  Music  Sellers,  or,  direct  from 

WILLCOCKS  &  Co.,  Ltd. ;  42,  Berners  Street,  London,  W. 

OR 

CAPPER  &  NEWTON ;  62,  Strand,  W.C. 


NEW  WORK  by  JOHN  CROOK 

Of  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane. 

The  Merriest  and  Most  Refined  Operetta  for  Musical  Clubs,  Amateur  Choirs, 

etc. 


Six  Numbers:  Two  Concerted  Pieces:  the  “Loving”  and  “Faithful  to 
“Good  By" to  ’you ®uper'Natural  Sol°  '  and  the  Cackling  Quartette, 

London  ;  WILLCOCKS  &  Co.,  or  CAPPER  &  NEWTON ;  62,  Strand,  W. C. 


'  ’  LONDON 

SCHOOL  Op  ELOCUTION 

AND  DRAMATIC  ART. 


ESTABLISHED  1884. 


Antin'  tje  patronage  of 


Sir  Edward  Lee 
Major-General  W.  Paske 
Capt.  Cato 

Capt.  Henry  Manning 
Dr.  E.  Hayes  McLaughlin, 

L.K.Q.C.I.,  etc. 
Mr.  T.  H.  Bolton,  M.P. 

Mr.  Henry  Lynn,  M.L.S.B. 
Mr.  J.  L.  Ohlson,  F.R.S.L. 

Mr.  Fred  Horner,  T.T,T. 

Mr.  Paul  N.  Hasluck,  M.I.M.E. 
Mr.  C.  H.  Ronah  Robottom, 


Mr.  Carson  (Stage) 

Mr.  Will  E.  Chapman 
Mr.  J.  H.  Mote 
Mr.  Michael  M.  Brophy 
Mr.  Wilford  F.  Field 
Mr.  Neville  Lynn,  F.S.L.A. 
Rev.  Coryndon,  Baker,  D.D. 
Rev.  Allen  Edwards,  M.A. 
Rev.  Bradley  Abbot.  M.A. 
Rev,  Richard  Hill,  M.A. 

Rev.  Freeman  Wills,  M.A. 
Rev.  J.  Cooper  Lintott,  A.K.0 
Rev.  Frederic  Wernick,  M.A. 


[M.A. 
CONDUCTED  BY 


Late  Honorary  Examiner— Mr.  Samuel  Brandram,  M.A. 

HONORARY  EXAMINERS  : 

Mr.  Richard  Temple,  Mr.  R.  R.  Dolby,  M.I.,  etc.,  Mr.  Alfred 
Capper,  Mr.  Alfred  Calmour,  Mr.  Alfred  Patterson, 

Mr.  Edward  C.  Davies,  and  General  Grahame. 

Course  of  Instruction  includes  Theory  and  Practice  of  Elocution, 
Stage  Business,  Dancing,  Singing,  etc. 

TEXT  BOOK. — McLaughlin’s  “Handy  Book  on  Elocution  and 
Dramatic  Art.”  Students  are  allowed  frequent  opportunities  of 
performing  in  public,  and  can  be  introduced  when  competent. 
Examinations  held  annually,  when  Certificates  and  Medals  are 
awarded.  Pupils  received  to  train  for  the  Bar,  Pulpit,  Parliament, 

and  Stage. 

INTERVIEWS  BY  APPOINTMENT. 

All  Communications  by  Letter  to  be  addressed 
Miss  McLaughlin,  cjo  Messrs.  Capjper  and  Newton ,  62.  Strand. 

NOW  BEADY :  Price  Is.,  Is.  6d.,  2s.,  net,  “A  Handy  Book*’PON 
Elocution  and  Dramatic  Art.”  Published  by  Iliffe  and  Sons,  3 
St.  Bride  Street,  E.C.  A  text-book  of  useful  information  on  points 
necessary  to  persons  entering  the  profession :  Voice  Production, 
Acoustics,  Stage  Business,  Agreements,  Rules  of  a  Theatre,  Advice 
on  what  to  do  and  avoid,  with  Diagrams  of  Stage  Pkm ,  Elevation 
and  Section,  etc.  Order  at  bookstalls,  from  Publishers  or  oft 
Authoress  at  62,  Strand,  W.C. 


/ 


VERY  FEW  REMAIN:  Important  to  all 
Collectors  and  Students  of  the  Drama. 

VOLUME  ONE 

OF 

LYNN’S  ACTING  EDITION, 

AND 

“ONE  AT  A  TIME’’  SERIES. 

Comprising  Plays  and  Recitations  by  Israel  Zangwill  and 
L.  .Cowen,  Campbell  Rae-Brown,  Lita  Smith,  Annie  Brad¬ 
shaw,  Philip  Havard,  Charles  Hannan,  John  Haworth, 
Richard  Morton,  Horace  W.  C.  Newte,  Charlotte  E.  Mor- 
laivd,  Edmund  Gurney,  Sidney  Bowkett,  and  Neville  Lynn. 


With  Classical  Frontispiece,  designed,  especially  for  this 
Volume  hy  DAVIDSON  KNOWLES,  R.B.A. 

The  Volume  enriched  with  nearly  Forty  Portraits  and  Illustra¬ 
tions  hy  Louisa  Samson,  Jessie  Oaudwell,  Mark  Zangwill  and 
Wallis  Mackay. 


A  Limited  Number ,  (two  hundred  and  fifty  copies  only)  of 
Bound  Volumes  mill  be  issued,  numbered  and  signed  by  Mr .  Lynn, 
price  Seven  Shillings  and  Sixpence  nett.  Each  Volume  complete 
with  Title  Design,  Ncontispiecc ,  Preface ,  full  Indices,  and  Errata 
List. 


EXCERPTS  FROM  LONDON  PRESS  NOTICES. 

“It  is  a  publication  which  every  reader  should  possess.”— Professional  World. 

“Contains  sixteen  well  varied  one-act  pieces  and  collections  of  recitations 
Mi1.  Lynn  deserves  encouragement.”— Dramatic  Review. 

“  A  most  useful  and  interesting  issue.  Nothing  hut  praise  can  be  said  of 
the  collection,  which  has  been  carefully  edited.” — Topical  Times. 

“The  volume  is  a  neat  and  handy  one,  and  will  be  found  invaluable  for 
amateurs,  and.  for  vise  in  the  T.R.  Back-Drawing  Room.”— Kensington  Society 

“  I  would  suggest  to  secretaries  of  A.D.C’s  the  advisability  of  securing  a, 
copy.  Quite  apart  from  its  practical  side  the  volume  forms  a  capital  com¬ 
panion.” — Theatricals. 

“Within  its  tasteful  covers  are  contained  the  works  of  many  well  known 
and  mostly  young,  authors,  some  of  whom  have  already  been  heard  of— 
all  of  whom  I  am  sure  will  be  one  day.” — Pelican. 

“Most  tastefully  and  serviceably  got  up.  Faroes,  comediettas,  plays  and 
drama.-,  a  special  music-hall  sketch,  and  a  play  for  a  child  actress,  are 
included  in  tins  volume,  in  addition  to  a  selection  of  pieces  suitable  for 
recitation.  To  the  amateur,  the  book  must  share,  with  a  certain  class  of 
pens,  the  reputation  of  coming  as  a  “  boon  and  a  blessing  to  men,”  and  no 
amateur  dramatic  club  should  make  their  arrangements  without  first,  con¬ 
sulting  this  volume.”-- Figaro. 

Early  'application  is  advisable  to  the  sole  Publishers  : 
capper’  &  NEWTON ;  62,  Strand,  London. 


